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The cliches cascade like waterfalls-rain like cats and dogs, 
hit me like a ton of bricks, throw me for a loop, bowl me over. 
"It's not you, it's me," she says. "I just need some space. This will 
be good for us. I have some things to figure out." 
I sit up on the naked mattress of my bed and the rough sky 
blue fabric scratches my legs. My sheets are being washed and I'm 
in my underwear reading Christianity in the Roman Empire for a 
class tomorrow. I knew I was in trouble when the conversation 
started with another cliche-"We need to talk." My single bedroom 
apartment is cold, due to my predilection toward sweating. I 
sweat when I blink, so I keep the air on year round . There is a 
bright sheen on my forehead now. My chest is tight and con-
fused, as if it's unsure if I want to allow anymore oxygen inside. 
You should say something, I think. Tell her she's being an 
idiot. 
"Whatever you need," I say. That didn 't sound like "idiot," I 
think. 
I walk her to my door slowly, with one foot in the grave of 
my catatonic relationship. After she leaves, I sit down in my living 
room chair. The wall behind me consists entirely of VHS tapes and 
DVD, all store bought. Six hundred and seventy nine, at my last 
count. They are alphabetical, but if any held special prominence 
they would be "Good Will Hunting," or "Royal Tenenbaums," 
among others. There is also a bookshelf. It contains books for 
leisure, The Curious Incident of the Dog in the Nighttime by Mark 
Haddon or anything by Salinger and Vonnegut, among others. As ' 
Modest Mouse sings, "I like songs about drifters, books about the 
same/ they both seem to make me feel a little less insane." 
The floor in front of me is mostly bare, though the walls are 
covered with framed vinyl albums and movie posters. My bed-
room looks much the same, only with a computer desk, stacks of 
old New York Times, and discarded bottles of beer. When I con-
sume both at the same time, I call it "newspabeer." In the kitchen 
there is a dinner table with only one chair. 
If this apartment screams anything, it's "This man knows 
isolation, or at least thinks he does." It's probably the latter. 
What could I know of isolation? I'm a twenty-one year-old upper-
middle-class Caucasian male. Life hasn't been too rough. I get up 
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off the porous blue surface of my living room chair and walk to 
my bathroom mirror. I see disheveled blonde hair matted with 
sweat, green boxers, a potbelly, and thick dark eyebrows that look 
as if someone stapled a squirrel to my forehead. 
I twist open a beer, an import-I cut the boxes flat and made 
a collage on my wall, a cornucopia of color and inebriation. I walk 
back to my living room to watch something to either enhance or 
distract from my depression, if I'm melodramatic enough to call it 
that. 
I settle on distraction and pop in the first season of Scrubs on 
DVD. I wish people spoke in real life the way they speak on that 
show-smart, biting, and cruel. I sit down and watch the show. My 
shoulder itches but I don't bother to scratch it. The skin of my 
legs is numb for an entire episode before I decide to unfold the 
blanket at the end of the couch, a thick cotton blue my mom 
made for me when I graduated high school. It should be comfort-
ing that I could call her right now and be consoled, but it isn't. By 
the time my sheets are done I've worked up a decent buzz. I make 
my bed and fall asleep, my body washed there through draughts 
of beer. 
I don't know how to write this. Looking back at what I just 
wrote, I feel nothing. It's not good. It might be terrible. I know 
how to string sentences together, true. But that took me over an 
hour, first draft. I sat here forever, cracking my knuckles, rubbing 
my hands through my hair, muttering "God dammit," and staring 
at the bright, blank white screen until my eyes watered. Am I 
devoid of original thought? If this were an essay on a short story 
or a movie I could give you ten pages in an hour and a half, just 
bullshitting what I think about it. But to write about anything 
real? I've lived in Iowa my whole life. What do I have to say? I 
don't go save orphans or hang glide on the weekends, all I do is 
drink. If I wrote more my smarter and smarter-assed friends 
might call me "F. Scott" or "Hemingway," but I hardly ever write 
when it's not assigned. I always thought I was waiting to write 
until I had something important to say. But this is something 
important and I don't know how to put it down. I just write ram-
bling, pretentious crap like this. 
The next day I awake and sit on the side of my bed. I usual-
ly itch for awhile before I get up and make myself two pieces of 
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peanut butter toast. There is a strange tingling sensation where 
pain should be, a hollow phantom sensation that reminds me I 
should be suffering. My head hurts and my body feels tight. Soft 
light trickles in through the blinds I haven't opened once since I 
moved in. I watch the dust in the air as it plays, looking vibrant 
and warm. I sigh a few times. I should be feeling terrible. Why 
can't I just feel that bottomed out, sobbing desperation I see in 
movies? Why can't I be John Cusack in, well, almost everything 
he does, but most notably in my favorite, "High Fidelity?" Now 
that's a man who bottoms out-he fights with his friends, he sleeps 
with women he doesn't like, he bitches and moans and stalks the 
girl who dumped him. Instead I am stuck with this pessimistic 
ambivalence, a wannabe John Cusack in the form of "The Dude" 
from "The Big Lebowski." 
I listen to some good break up songs by Ben Folds ("Give 
me my money back, give my money back, you bitch") and Elliott 
Smith ("If you get a feeling next time you see mel do a favor and 
let me know/ 'cause its hard to tell/ it's hard to say/ oh well, 
okay"). It feels like a wet brick is lodged between my eyes but I 
ignore it. Off and on my hands shake. I bring them under control. 
She calls, but I don't answer. I am watching "Arrested 
Development." When I am tired enough I go to bed. The end. 
I find it difficult to feel strong emotions. Flash back to eighth 
grade, before my fourth, final, and most dangerous kidney sur-
gery. I'm not scared. What's going to happen will happen regard-
less. I sit on the floor because the pressure helps the pain and try 
not to let my kidney, which has quadrupled in size, force me to 
moan and writhe. My parents stand above me, worry lines criss-
crossing their faces. My dad's belly is blocking the TV screen. My 
mom is demanding eye contact. Instead I look at the way the dark 
brown beams on our ceiling stand out from the powder white 
they're attached to. They tell me it is alright to be scared and that 
I am going to be fine. Meanwhile, I am thinking if you don't let 
me listen to Homer Simpson right now, I don't want to be fine. 
"You poor thing," my mom says, stroking my hair. "You must be 
scared senseless." 
I'll tell you right now I don't know how to end this story. 
don't even know how this story ends. That's the problem with 
real life. In the movies, good or bad, there is always a conclusion. 
17 
If this was a movie, I'd get dumped, I'd sit down in the chair, fade 
to black. If this was a bad movie, I'd get dumped, then fall for my 
friend I never realized was cute because she wore glasses, and 
we'd live happily ever after. But instead I'm sitting here typing 
this with a thick, rising heat pushing my stomach into my chest 
cavity and wondering, "How can I incorporate these thoughts in 
scene? Is this too tangential?" But I can't find a moment in my 
life to symbolize my thoughts. This isn't a movie. Life isn't sym-
bolic because anything with meaning is stretched out until it loses 
importance. 
I'm trying to write about the breakup. I don't like what I've 
put down, but every word took some of the eight hundred pound 
gorilla off my chest. With the weight gone, my heart beats faster, 
my hands move faster than I tell them to. The typos just keep 
coming. There are pages scattered on my desk in front of me-
some crumpled up, some folded, some littered with arrows and 
scribbles. Three Miller Lite cans from the weekend are stacked on 
my left. My apartment is chilly but not icy. There is a 
"Ghostbusters" poster on the wall beside me, a "Sopranos" poster 
above my computer. I think I should take a break and put in a 
DVD. I get to the menu screen of "School of Rock" and shut it off. 
I'm going to feel this. 
She picks up on the second ring. "Hello?" 
"We're going to talk about this," I say. "I need a better idea 
of what's going on." 
"I'll be over as soon as I can," she says, a noticeable tone of 
surprise in her voice. My face is wet and salty. I look at my com-
puter and know I won't be able to transfer this over. To hell with 
it. This is good. 
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